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A Glimpse Inside

“You can touch, you know,” Nathan said. “In fact—you can take whatever liberties with her you wish.”

Ana gasped. Her clit throbbed from his words.

Jeremy licked his lips. “Is that so? You’re okay with this, girlie?”

She glanced at Nathan before nodding. “Yes, I am… sir.” Nathan gave a slight cough and she blushed. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Whatever liberties you like, sir.”

Jeremy chuckled and beckoned her with a crooked finger. “Let’s see what you can do then, slut. It’s been a long time since I had a woman so young… Or so beautiful.”

She knew what he wanted before he even pointed at the floor by his feet. Ana dropped to her knees and crawled the remaining distance, sliding her hands up his thighs. “How can I serve, sir?”

Read on for the full story!


Office Relations


Chapter One

Nervous and shaky, Ana Davis stepped out of the elevator and into her office’s lobby, clutching a cup of hot coffee tight in her hand. She headed past the deserted front desk and entered the main office space. Empty cubicles stood all around her, most of the lights off. At seven in the morning—a full hour before the workday began—it was to be expected. Normally, Ana wouldn’t have arrived early, either. Hell, normally she couldn’t even make it on time.

But today, she couldn’t afford to wait. She needed to see her boss, Nathan Anders, now. Before anyone else showed up and she lost her only chance.

That singular thought drove her to come in early, braving sleep deprivation and the morning rush hour to do so. Or, at least, it would have if she’d been sleeping. But after what happened with Nathan and her supervisor, Sandra, the previous week, sleep had proven an elusive quarry for her over the weekend. Thoughts of everything the pair did to her occupied her mind at all hours of the day, driving her mad with a plethora of feelings she hardly dared name.

Embarrassment. Shame. Humiliation. Desire.

She clenched her fist and tried to ignore that last one, despite the insistent pressure brewing inside her. It didn’t matter how good it had felt. Or that she had the orgasm of a lifetime at the hands of her boss, right in his office.

Not just your boss, a voice in the back of her mind reminded her. And not just from his hands.

She shuddered, remembering every touch, every smack, every image seared into her retinas.

The intense pleasure she’d felt had been visceral and world-shaking, that she hadn’t recovered all weekend. The whole time she rested at home, her mind kept playing back the events, over and over, trying to piece together and decipher just how she felt and what she wanted to do.

But no matter what that was, she knew what she needed to do—and that was much more important. None of the rest mattered. Not one bit. And that was precisely what she intended to tell Nathan Anders.

She marched straight to his office, high heels clicking on the hard floor. Her skirt swished with each step. Nostrils flared. Yes, she would give him a piece of her mind and put the whole thing behind her. No way in hell would she accept his “offer” to explore further after-hours activities.

The door to his office was open and she proceeded inside without knocking. “You said to come to see you when I got in, so here I—”

She cut off as Nathan looked up from his computer with an admonishing glare. He held up a finger to his lips and shushed her, then pointed at the cell phone trapped in the crook of his neck, between shoulder and ear.

“Bob, you’re not hearing me,” he said into the phone. “I need that meeting, and it’ll be well worth your time if you can arrange it. I have major new projects in the works, tell them that. This is their one chance to get in on the ground floor.”

Ana fidgeted and glanced about the room. Everything was just as she remembered from the previous week. Two plush leather chairs stood before Nathan’s huge, glass table. A small sofa and coffee table were in a corner, with a potted plant nearby. The office was sparse and minimalistic—and utterly spotless.

Her gaze settled on Nathan himself. In his forties, he had brown hair cut down to a short buzz and stern, rugged features. Despite his age, he was in amazing shape, lean and toned. With his suit jacket hanging on the back of his chair and his shirt sleeves rolled up, she had a good view of his forearms bulging and flexing as he argued with whoever it was on the phone.

The longer she waited, the more aimless and deflated she felt. Burdened with a heavy bag and still wearing her jacket, she was hot and uncomfortable in no time at all. Perhaps she should have dropped off her things before coming over. But doing so would have signaled a willingness to talk for longer than she ever intended…

She chewed her lip, bravado and determination shrinking further as her thoughts descended into chaos and Nathan’s conversation grew heated.

As she listened to him argue with whoever was on the phone, she couldn’t help admiring her boss. The way his jaw tensed when he listened, how his fingers drummed on the desk… Everything reminded her of the previous Friday and the incredible, debasing, sinfully pleasurable things he’d made her feel. The way his controlling, dominant attitude had filled her with fright… and frightful need.

More minutes passed before Nathan hung up. He set his phone down with more force than necessary and fixed her with a glare. “I invited you to seek me out in the morning—not interrupt my calls.”

She blanched, confidence fizzling out. “I’m sorry—I didn’t know you were—”

“It’s fine.” Sighing, he rubbed the bridge of his nose. “I’m just frustrated. Hanging up a cell phone isn’t nearly as satisfying as something you can slam back into place.”

Ana nodded, unsure how else to respond. Whatever business Nathan engaged in was far beyond her expertise.

“In any case,” Nathan continued, leaning back in his seat, “it’s Monday morning and here you are, as instructed. Even earlier than I expected. Did you think about what I said?”

“I… Yes, I did.” Ana took a deep breath to steady her nerves. “I’m afraid I have to de—”

“All I said before is that you’d enjoy what I have in store for you. I stand by my words. I also promised you a choice. That you could choose your own role here at the company. To keep doing what you were doing—or move on to something better.” He paused and leaned in, eyes intent on her face. “Are you sure you really want to turn me down without even hearing the offer?”

Her mouth opened and closed. Color crept to her cheeks. Now that she was back in this room, she remembered things she’d tried hard to forget. That before she wound herself into a ball of stress over the weekend, she’d actually felt excited by the prospect of Nathan’s offer, and the possibilities it contained.

“What’s the offer?” she asked after a long pause.

Nathan chuckled. “Good girl. And it’s simple, really. Either you continue doing the work you do now… Or, I double your pay and you become my personal assistant and secretary.”

Ana stared at him, her eyes wide. Double? She licked her lips. “Wh-what would I have to do?”

“Be obedient. That’s all I require in exchange.”

The way he said it sent a shiver down Ana’s spine. “What does that mean?”

“It’s the same deal I made with Sandra years ago, and you can see she’s doing well now. You wouldn’t be just any old employee—you’d be my submissive. My toy. My sex slave.” His eyes bored into her, burning like coals. “And in exchange, you’ll have a guaranteed place in the company. Financial rewards. And pleasures beyond anything you’ve imagined or will ever experience on your own. All you have to do is say yes.”

The force of his words roiled Ana’s tummy. Dark images conjured in her mind’s eye. Pictures of all the various ways he might use her and the things they would do. She squirmed in place, scared and confused and helplessly trapped.

He knew it, too. “It’s normal to fear the unknown—but it’s normal to be attracted to it, too. You already know what you want. Why deny yourself? All that’s left is to reach out and grab it. And if you truly dislike it… I can always rollback your role.”

Their eyes locked together and she could not look away. The assurance she could change her mind later comforted her, but it wasn’t what convinced her. Instead, it was the intensity she saw in his face, the dark promise… It stirred something in her.

Biting her lip, she nodded. “Okay.”


Chapter Two

“‘Okay?’” A smirk played over Nathan’s lips. “That won’t do. I want to hear the words.”

Flustered, Ana wrung her hands. “I…” She shuffled from foot to foot, embarrassed, shy, and angry at Nathan for putting her in this position. For making her confront and confess what she craved. “I will submit to you.”

“Will you, now?” He arched an eyebrow. “But you don’t sound enthused—and I want to make sure you have no regrets. I don’t want lawsuits or recriminations—or for you to feel like I twisted your arm. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s someone playing pretend. So I’ll ask one more time. Is this what you want? What you willingly choose?”

Ana gulped and stared down at her feet. Was this what she wanted?

Her body responded to Nathan, there was no doubt about that. With just a word or a look, he made feelings well up inside her that she never felt for a guy before. And the extra money was undeniably nice…

But was it enough?

Were money and a budding interest in submission enough to justify whatever torment Nathan would inflict upon her?

She didn’t know. But at the same time, she knew too well that fear of the unknown would not stop her.

“I think,” she began, “I’d rather regret a bad decision than live with uncertainty.” She forced her gaze up and met Nathan’s cool eyes. “This is my choice.”

He considered her for a long moment until a smile curled his lips, warming his face. “A good answer. I couldn’t have put it better myself.”

Ana smiled, too, relieved that he seemed satisfied. A part of her had feared he intended to make her beg.

“And believe me—regret is the last thing I want you to feel,” Nathan said. “I want to open your eyes to the world of possibilities around you. To help you explore them all. Every one. And to mold you, of course. Until I make you all mine.” His eyes hardened. “Starting right now.”

“Wh-what?” Taken aback, Ana stared.

“I want your mouth,” Nathan said, as though it was the most natural thing in the world. He pushed back his chair. “Lose your jacket and bag and come kneel here.”

Mouth dry, Ana stared at her boss. He wasn’t joking. And the longer she hesitated, the darker his expression grew. Something told her she didn’t want to see him lose patience.

Quickly, she dropped her bag on the sofa and shrugged off her jacket. She wore a pale blue blouse underneath, thin enough that the contours of her bra were almost visible. Why had she chosen it? It wasn’t work appropriate. Had she hoped, somewhere deep inside, for something like this to happen without even realizing it?

Nathan coughed. “Today, Ana.”

With a squeak, she tossed her jacket and rushed to the door, intent on closing it.

“What are you doing?” Nathan’s voice cracked like a whip, halting her in her tracks.

“Shutting the door…?”

“Who told you to do that?”

Her jaw dropped. She stared at him with a pleading look in her eyes. “B-but people are about to come in! Your desk is all glass, they’ll be able to—”

“That means you’d better hurry, doesn’t it, girl?” His tone turned deadly soft. Heat flared in his eyes. “Remember, I decide what happens, when, and how. Not you.” His glare intensified. “That’s what submission means. Now come here—or do I have to discipline you again?”

“No, sir!” The word left her lips instinctively as she recalled the pain of the spanking he gave her the previous week. Afterward, she hadn’t been able to sit comfortably for the rest of the day.

Leaving the door behind, she approached Nathan and dropped to her knees between his legs. He watched her, expectant and silent. With a blush, she undid his pants and tugged them down.

“Go on,” he ordered. “Pull it out and get straight to work—we’re on a schedule. But don’t make a mess or slobber too much. I need to stay presentable.” His lips twisted in a cruel smile. “After all, this is a workplace.”

Humiliated and blushing crimson, Ana grabbed his cock. Long and thick despite being only semi-hard, it felt warm and soft in her hands. She stroked it a few times before tentatively kissing the head. Nathan said nothing, so she kissed it again. Then again… Then more, trailing kisses down to his balls and bathing them with her tongue.

As she worked, his cock swelled in her hands, growing hotter and harder with each passing second. She wrapped one hand around it and stroked back and forth while sucking his balls.

Nathan made an appreciative noise and she stroked faster, heat rising inside her. Last time, she had been just a plaything for him but today she could give back. She could act rather than be acted on. Even if it was all, ultimately, at his command.

She licked up his dick, all the way to the tip, and took the head in her mouth. Cheeks hollowing with effort, she sucked, head bobbing as one hand massaged his balls and the other his shaft. Salty precum flooded her tongue and she sucked even harder, swallowing more of his length. She wanted to please. She also wanted to finish this before anyone arrived. The thought of being discovered in such a position mortified her.

“You’re eager,” Nathan observed. He placed a hand on her head and rested it there, neither urging nor slowing her down. “I bet you think it’s because you’re worried someone will see. After all, you only have ten—maybe fifteen—minutes before the early birds come.”

Fear twisted inside her. That was too little time! She needed to hurry, to—

“But that’s not the case, is it?”

Nathan slid a foot up her skirt, pressing his leather shoe against her mound. As though a switch had flipped, electricity crackled through her. Nerve endings came alight. Without even thinking about it, Ana moaned and ground back against him.

He chuckled. “See? The truth is, you’re just eager. A dirty, little slut, happy to finally have a task worthy of her attention.”

Ana blushed, face burning hot. But deep inside, her core blazed even hotter. Every condescending, humiliating word Nathan uttered only made her want more. And with his foot on her pussy, she could hardly think straight.

With a deep breath, she redoubled her efforts, sucking and slurping on his cock just like the slut he claimed she was. Like a whore. Which, she supposed, was actually true. First, getting fucked by her boss to avoid being fired. Now, sucking cock for a raise. The thought filled her with shame, and shame filled her with arousal. She felt her mind growing blank. All that mattered was Nathan’s cock.

She sucked harder, forcing more of his cock in her mouth. Even when she gagged, she didn’t stop.

Nathan moaned. His cock twitched, pulsing as it grew hotter on her tongue. She knew what that meant. He was close and getting closer. Just a little more and—

His desk rattled, so loud that she jumped. Nathan chuckled and picked up his vibrating phone. “It’s important, I can’t miss this call. But don’t stop—and don’t make any noise.” He clicked a button and held the phone to his ear. “Nathan Anders—did you do what I asked, Bob?”

Ana stared at him, indignant that he would ignore her so easily. A phone call over a blowjob? What kind of man was he?

Nathan fixed her with a glare. “Suck,” he mouthed.

With a huff, she nodded and wrapped her lips around him once more. If he wanted to ignore her, all she had to do was make that impossible.

Determined, she bobbed up and down, cheeks caving from the suction as she tongued the underside of his cock. Precum leaked onto her tongue as she worked, eager for a taste of his cum. Nathan’s hand on her head urged her on, forcing her down even deeper. Deep enough that she had to struggle to avoid gagging loudly.

But no matter how hard she tried, Nathan’s voice remained even. He spoke on the phone as though nothing at all was amiss, discussing details of an upcoming meeting in a satisfied tone.

Discontent, she sucked harder, swallowing his cock down her throat and forcing it deeper until tears welled in her eyes.

Nathan groaned. “Bob? Sorry, I appreciate what you did but I’m getting a call on the other line. I’ll call you back.” He tossed his phone on the table and grabbed her hair, forcing her down faster and harder, gagging her on his length. “You dirty little slut. You want my cum that badly?”

Unable to speak, gasping and drooling, Ana nodded. She looked at him with wet eyes as he fucked her face, trying to convey just how much she wanted his cum. How she ached to taste his seed on her tongue.

Nathan growled. His cock swelled and twitched. His balls tightened in her hand a second before he erupted, blasting hot cum down her throat.

Ana choked and sputtered as she struggled to swallow it all. Not that Nathan gave her a choice. His iron grip kept her in place, ensuring there was no escape. She could choke or swallow—there was no third option.

When he finished, Nathan relaxed, leaning back in his chair with a content sigh. “Well done.” His hand brushed through her hair and caressed her cheek. A rare smile warmed her heart. “Good girl.”

“Thank you,” she whispered hoarsely.

His smile widened. “And just on time, too. People should begin arriving at any minute. Do you have any makeup with you? Your face is a mess.”

“Yes, sir. Should I go…?”

“Yes. Right now, before anyone turns up. And when you’re done, come straight here. I’ll have Sandra fill you in on the details of your new position.”


Chapter Three

Hours later, while others were preparing to return home, Ana sat at her desk, idle and bored. It was the same spot where she’d worked for the past few months, only now she had nothing to do. Nathan didn’t have a place ready for her yet, though Sandra assured them both that it would all be arranged and set up within a matter of days.

Till then, she was on standby, hanging out at her desk until Nathan called. After the morning blowjob, he’d wanted her only one other time. Around lunch, he called her to his office and had her shut the door, then stand still while he used his fingers to toy with her, bringing her to a leg-quivering orgasm. As soon as she finished, he’d ordered her out.

The memory made her angry, but it also made her crave more. She wanted to capture and hold his attention for real, not just as a passing lark. That this was exactly what he intended made her even angrier.

The cordless office phone on her desk rang, flashing Nathan’s extension. She snatched it up straight away. “Yes, sir?”

“Very good, you remembered to say it this time.” A chuckle came from the other end of the line. “I had wondered if I’d need to remind you again.”

She gulped. “No, sir, that isn’t necessary. What can I do for you?”

“Wait for me after the day ends. I have a job for you that extends beyond office hours.”

Her skin prickled. “What… sort of job, sir?”

“All in good time. Wait for me.” The line went dead.

Ana put the phone back on its base station and squirmed. A flurry of fantasies crossed her mind, each more wicked and perverse than the last. Did Nathan want to take her home and ravish her in a place with no pesky employees or calls to distract him? Or did he have something more sinister planned…? A basement sex dungeon, perhaps? Or a room where whips covered the walls, and toys she’d only seen in pictures stood at the ready for Nathan to use on his victims?

She bit her lip, the heat in her belly growing stronger. Never in her life had she considered herself a promiscuous or adventurous person. She masturbated once a day, if even that, and usually that sufficed to keep her sex drive at a content purr. But with Nathan, all that flew out the window. Despite her orgasm earlier in the day, she felt needy and downright wanton, eager to explore what her boss had in mind.

Minutes passed with agonizing slowness until, at last, five o’clock chimed. People filed out, all too eager to bid farewell to their Monday blues.

Her friend Ron stopped by her desk on his way out. “Hey, Ana—glad to see you weren’t fired, after all! Did you have a good weekend?”

“Me too,” she said, forcing a smile. Given what keeping her job had required, she wasn’t sure yet whether or not she was glad. Her feelings on the matter were in flux, too volatile for even her to decipher. She wondered what Ron would think if he knew the truth. Or maybe he already suspected? As one of the company’s oldest employees, maybe he had some idea of who Nathan Anders truly was? The thought unnerved her, so she brushed it aside with conversation. “And it wasn’t bad. Not as restful as I would have liked but I can’t complain. What about you?”

“It was great!” He smiled and leaned on her desk. “But I was wondering if you want to join me and a few work friends for drinks? It’s happy hour and I know the best bar in the city.”

Drinks at a bar sounded great. Alcohol would have been just the remedy for her frazzled nerves. But she shook her head. “I’m sorry, I still have some work I need to finish up. I’m on thin ice with the boss after last week, if you know what I mean.”

“Say no more. Work comes before play, so do what you have to do. Let’s catch up some other time.”

“Soon, definitely,” Ana assured him.

Ron smiled, said bye, and left. Ana watched him until he disappeared out of sight.

Judging by his reaction—or lack of one—it seemed he didn’t know about Nathan, after all. That was comforting. It was bad enough to suffer Sandra’s knowing glances and giggles, but it would have been hell to see the same in the eyes of her friend.

Everyone except her was long gone by the time Nathan showed up ten minutes later, looking sexy in his fitted, dark navy suit. He took her by the arm with a curt order to “follow,” and led her out of the office, down the elevator, and out to a cab waiting for them by the building’s entrance.

“We’re on a tight schedule so I called ahead,” he said as he opened the door for her. She got inside and scooted over, and he hopped in after her. “What’s your address?”

Confused, she told him.

“That’s where we’re going,” Nathan told the driver. “Make it fast and there’ll be an extra tip in it for you.”

The cabbie grinned, already pulling out on the road. “You got it, man!”

“What’s this about?” Ana asked, unable to hold back any longer. “Why are we going to my place?”

“Because I need you to change into something more suitable for the elegant dinner we’ll be attending.” His lips quirked as he took in her surprised expression. “Or, that I’ll be attending, rather. You’re just there as my arm candy and bargaining chip.”

She stared as shock and horror warred inside her. Bargaining chip? “Th-that’s too short notice—why do you need me? What are you planning?”

“Do you recall what I asked you this morning? If you were certain you wanted this… You said you were. And yet here you are second-guessing and questioning me already.” Despite his words, the look of wry amusement did not fade from his eyes. “So, are you going to prove yourself a liar, or will you behave?”

Ana hesitated only a moment. He’d told her from the start that he wanted control and she agreed knowing that. In the end, whether it was in the office or here, what did it matter? Nathan called the shots. “I’ll behave.”

“Good. But say it louder, so our driver can hear you.”

Her face heated. Louder, she said, “I’ll behave!”

Nathan smirked and the cabbie wolf whistled. Ana felt like her face might burn off.

They arrived a short while later, thanks to some quick—and extremely illegal—driving, courtesy of the cabbie.

Nathan handed the man a hundred dollar bill. “Mind waiting for us here? We won’t be long—and there’ll be another tip like this for you.”

“My pleasure!” The driver grinned widely. “And feel free to take your time, you know… If you’d like.” He cast a meaningful glance at Ana.

Laughing at her embarrassment, Nathan led her outside and she let him into her home.

It was small and cramped, but at least she had recently cleaned so it did not give off a bad first impression. Ana breathed a silent thanks for that small mercy. Nathan took it all in at a glance, then had her lead him to her bedroom and closet.

“You’ll need a dress for this,” he explained. “Something elegant but alluring, sophisticated with a touch of slutty. But not whorish—I won’t stand for that. You’re part of my team and representing my brand. I won’t settle for anything that reflects poorly on me.”

“Sir… I’m not sure I have anything like that.” What a man like Nathan considered “elegant” and what passed for it for a recently graduated, entry-level employee were two very different things. “I’m sorry, but maybe Sandra or someone else would be more suitable for this?”

Nathan considered her for a long moment, arms folded across his broad chest. Then, he shook his head. “I don’t want Sandra.” His eyes fixed on her, so focused and intent it was like he only saw her. “I want you.”

Ana blushed, face scalding hot. “I might have something—somewhere—after all,” she mumbled. At least, she prayed she did.

Because the thought of disappointing Nathan was unacceptable.


Chapter Four

The restaurant had a smoky, boozy, old-school club vibe. Shadows danced on the walls from the dim light and all the seats were soft padded leather. Soft instrumental music played in the background as servers, dressed in impeccable suits, passed between tables and delivered dishes like works of fine art.

Ana watched them with interest, mouth watering in anticipation of each new course they brought. Everything was delicious, just like its appearance implied. She couldn’t remember the last time she had such a fancy dinner and found herself—quite unexpectedly—having fun.

Even the pressure of getting eyeballed by Nathan’s two dining companions could not detract from it.

The two men were Jeremy Sadbury and Henry Fischer, bigwigs from a company Nathan hoped to do business with. Jeremy was older and broad, with graying hair and a muscular frame like a bull. Henry was lanky and tall, with dark hair and piercing eyes. Both wore spotless suits and handled themselves with the air of men used to having their way. And they spoke to Nathan almost exclusively—only bothering with her long enough to ogle her like the pretty ornament she was there to be.

She didn’t mind. Their conversation was beyond her knowledge and being ignored gave her more time to enjoy the quality food. Plus, wearing the dress Nathan picked out—a slinky black number that showed off her legs and emphasized her petite frame—even Ana had to admit she looked good. The only thing that bothered her was that Nathan hadn’t allowed her a bra. He also made her wear the skimpiest, sluttiest thong underneath it. Even getting that much of a concession out of him had been a challenge.

Nathan glanced at her and smirked, as though reading her thoughts. His hand squeezed her thigh. All throughout the meal he’d kept it there, a possessive reminder of who she belonged to. As if there could be any doubt. Wearing the clothes he picked, at the restaurant he brought her to, serving as his arm candy… Everything about the evening—the whole day—reminded her of what she was now.

The thought made her squirm, flush with excitement. Her thong had long since soaked through.

“Your promises are very ambitious,” Jeremy said, stroking his chin. “And your reputation precedes you. I want to believe that you could pull it off. But do you have any way to guarantee the results we’re looking for?”

“First, anyone who gives you ‘guarantees’ is a liar. You know as well as I do that, in this business, there’s no such thing.” Nathan gave a nonchalant shrug. “But what I can offer you is my expertise—and a company that runs more efficiently than any you’ve seen. I wouldn’t stake my reputation on a project unless I was certain I could deliver—and I have the track record to back it up.”

“Anecdotal evidence, only,” Henry replied. Based on what Ana had gathered, he was more of the numbers guy while Jeremy was the head honcho. “Do you have the numbers and data to support it?”

“Not on me now—but how about a live demonstration, instead?” Nathan smiled. “There are some things numbers just can’t convey.”

Henry sputtered, as though the very idea was anathema to him. “Be reasonable, Nathan! This is a multi-million dollar deal we’re discussing, we’ll need more—”

“Nathan,” Jeremy cut off his associate and leaned forward, interest clear on his face, “what sort of demonstration do you have in mind?”

“It’s quite simple; I can promise the results I do because I have the best-trained employees. Ones willing to go the extra mile, put in the hard work, and grind out any problems they find. Like Ana, here, who will do whatever it takes to accomplish her tasks. Absolutely anything. I can attest to that.”

Ana’s face turned scarlet. She stared down at her plate, stomach clenched into a knot while her nipples hardened and pussy grew even wetter. “Bargaining chip,” he had called her. Throughout the night she’d hoped it was just a jest—but now she wasn’t so sure.

“Intriguing,” Jeremy said. His eyes flicked from Nathan to Ana and slid down her form, sizing her up. “But this isn’t a live demonstration, is it? Just a boast, like anyone could make.”

Nathan smiled. His eyes glittered. “How about we change venues?”


Chapter Five

Heart beating so rapidly it practically threatened to jump out of her chest, Ana stepped into a lavish hotel suite. Nathan’s hand on the small of her back guided her to the center of the living room.

“I had this place booked just for tonight,” he whispered in her ear. “A little failsafe, in case they were stubborn and needed extra persuading.” His palm slid down to her ass, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to make her wince. “Be a good and obedient girl for me. Disappoint me… And you know what happens.”

She nodded, biting her lip. Disappointing Nathan was a surefire way to get punished—and something told her he would be far crueler the second time around than the first.

Jeremy and Henry took up seats on the couch, their eyes fixed on her. Slightly drunk from the restaurant, Jeremy watched her with hunger burning in his eyes. Henry was the calmer of the two. He looked curious, as though she were a puzzle he was interested in unraveling.

Nathan sat in an armchair and leaned back, one ankle crossed over his knee. “Perform for us, Ana. Show our friends how much my company has to offer.”

She blinked and stared, confused and uncertain. “What—”

“Dance for us. Strip. Put on a performance to please our guests.” His eyes flashed. A dark note entered his voice. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

She gulped and flinched, fear and arousal spiking inside her. The expressions on the men’s faces grew hungrier.

“Come on, girlie,” Jeremy said, chuckling. “Show us a good time.”

Ana chewed her lip, frightened of what she needed to do—scared even more of what would happen if she didn’t obey. Nathan fiddled with his phone and the suite’s built-in entertainment system came to life.

A smooth, sexy beat filled the room, the tune rising and falling like a pulse. She hazarded a quick glance toward Nathan and started to sway.

She’d always liked dancing. As a young girl, her parents even had her take lessons. But with three older men staring at her like a piece of meat, all that knowledge flew out the window. She felt bashful and clumsy, her movements sluggish. No matter how she writhed or twisted her hips, she didn’t feel adequate for the job. Sandra would have looked better, she knew. Poised and busty, with a figure Ana could never rival, Sandra would have wrapped both men around her little finger already.

But no. That wasn’t right. Nathan wanted her to do this. Perhaps because Sandra was busy. Perhaps because this was a test. No matter the reason, he’d chosen her. And she knew what the penalty for failure would be.

She ran her hands up her body, caressing her curves. Even through the dress, her skin tingled wherever she touched. Ana tossed her head back and squeezed her tits together before bending forward, offering them a glimpse of her cleavage. The men stared. Jeremy licked his lips and she smiled. They were right where she wanted them.

Hips moving in time with the music, she lifted the hem of her dress, exposing more of her thighs. She pulled the dress even higher and teased them all with tantalizing peeks at her thong.

Jeremy’s pants grew tented. Henry adjusted himself, gaze now full of lust rather than curiosity. And Nathan… looked proud.

The sight made her heart soar. With a smile and a blush, she peeled her dress off, lifting it over her head and baring herself to the men. She tossed it aside and basked in their stares, body heating further. Her nipples puckered. Gooseflesh covered her skin.

“You can touch, you know,” Nathan said. “In fact—you can take whatever liberties with her you wish.”

Ana gasped. Her clit throbbed from his words.

Jeremy licked his lips. “Is that so? You’re okay with this, girlie?”

She glanced at Nathan before nodding. “Yes, I am… sir.” Nathan gave a slight cough and she blushed. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Whatever liberties you like, sir.”

Jeremy chuckled and beckoned her with a crooked finger. “Let’s see what you can do then, slut. It’s been a long time since I had a woman so young… Or so beautiful.”

She knew what he wanted before he even pointed at the floor by his feet. Ana dropped to her knees and crawled the remaining distance, sliding her hands up his thighs. “How can I serve, sir?”

“Fuck… Take out my cock. Show me what that sexy little mouth can do.”

With a whimper, Ana nodded and undid his belt and fly. Jeremy lifted his hips and she tugged his pants down, baring his cock. Already hard, it jutted into the air. Her hand wrapped around it and slowly she stroked him, watching his eyes for a reaction. When he groaned, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Jeremy groaned. He grabbed a fistful of hair and pushed her down further. “She’s good.”

Pleased with the praise, she sucked harder, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed up and down. The couch shifted as Henry slid closer, hand already gripping his rock hard erection. She moved and grabbed it, stroking him as she sucked Jeremy.

Both men sighed with pleasure. Jeremy’s hand left her hair and she switched cocks, slurping on Henry’s while she pumped Jeremy’s shaft.

“Shit,” Henry growled. He grabbed her by the hair, hips bucking off the couch as he sought to push his whole length down her throat. “Take it. Go on, take it all.”

She gagged around him, drooling all over his balls. He didn’t care. Henry forced her head down, violating her throat almost as roughly as Nathan had done.

Jeremy watched for a while, cock pulsing against her palm, before standing to move behind her. With a single yank, he tore her thong off, then lined up his cock and rubbed it along her slit.

“So wet… You said I can do anything, right?” he asked—speaking to Nathan, not her.

Nathan paused for only a second. “Her ass is off limits and you can’t cum in her. But otherwise… Yes. All yours to use as you like.”

Ana shuddered, pussy dripping. More than the cock in her mouth, more than the one nudging her folds, more than even the whole perverse situation, it turned her on how easily Nathan assumed control of her body. How extensive his grasp on her was.

With a chuckle, Jeremy grabbed hold of her hips. She tensed, drippy with anticipation, and moaned as he pushed inside. His cock split her open, forcing itself deeper, inch after inch.

Ana quivered and cried out, back arching with pleasure as he bottomed out. Henry took the opportunity to shove his cock down her throat. She gagged, choking, pleasure turning to fear as she struggled to breathe. But the men didn’t care. To them, she was only a toy. A whore already bought and paid for. One they would use until they got their full money’s worth.

Heedless of her thoughts and feelings, Jeremy gripped her tighter and started to thrust. Henry pumped her mouth up and down on his cock. Trapped between them like a pig on a spit, she was helpless, no more than a doll. Just a fucktoy with wet, aching holes designed to be plugged with their cocks.

Jeremy smacked her ass, palm leaving a stinging mark on her rear. Another one followed as he grunted and slammed deeper inside her. “Good… fucking… whore…”

“Yes, she is.” Nathan chuckled. “I trained her myself. And I’m sure you’ve noticed how wet she is. How much she enjoys it. She’s loving this even more than you.”

Laughing, Jeremy slapped her ass again. “You’re right. This slut is dripping all over my cock. I can’t remember ever having a wetter pussy than this.”

Ana would have blushed if her face wasn’t already red from exertion and choking. She would have protested, if not for the cock using her throat like a cunt. Instead, she just moaned, her core throbbing and pussy heating more with each passing second. The squelching sounds of her cunt filled the room, along with the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh and the men’s pleasured moans.

“Fuck,” Henry growled through gritted teeth. His fingers tightened in her hair as he face fucked her even harder. “Oh fuck!”

His cock swelled a moment before the first spurt of hot cum blasted into her mouth. Ana choked, struggling to swallow as more waves flooded her mouth. She got most but some dribbled out past her lips, dripping down her chin and onto the couch.

Henry fell back, exhausted and spent. His cock slipped from her mouth. But Jeremy still wasn’t done. He grabbed a handful of hair and shoved her face to the floor. With her ass up in the air, he pounded her, strokes turning more savage the closer he got to orgasm.

A stream of whimpers and moans escaped Ana’s lips. Each thrust stretched her painfully wide. All the same, her pussy dripped. Her core melted and burned. She hovered on the edge of an orgasm, teetering right on the brink.

Jeremy released her hair and smacked her ass, hard enough that she let out a scream. He chuckled and wrapped a hand under her to play with her clit.

That was just the extra stimulation she needed. With a wail, Ana came all over his cock. She quivered and shuddered, weeping as pleasure raced through her. Spasms racked her body and her cunt convulsed, again and again, massaging Jeremy’s cock.

With a groan, he pulled out and hauled her around. Dazed from the orgasm, she barely had time to open her mouth before he exploded, covering her face with ropes of thick cum.

Ana blinked rapidly, breathing hard, face sticky and wet. Her pussy and throat ached. She felt dirty and used, like a cheap whore. And yet, deep inside, a part of her hoped Nathan was pleased. If he was, everything would be worth it.

“Clean it up,” Jeremy ordered as he squeezed the last drops from his cock. “Swallow it all.”

A shudder coursed through her. Without a word, she scooped his cum with her fingers and sucked them clean, one by one.

“Wow… Good girl.” Jeremy let out a chuckle and gave his head a shake. “That… Sure was something. Been a while since I had a negotiation like this.”

Nathan laughed. “My company aims to please.”

“Then consider this a success.”

Ana smacked her lips together, remaining on her knees as the men got their clothes. Naked, with two loads of cum in her belly and smeared cum still caked on her face, she felt like a true whore. Like a discarded toy, forgotten by the now sated men. Only Nathan’s hot eyes reminded her that she was still far from done.

“We’ll talk to our people,” Jeremy said once dressed. “Should be no trouble to push the deal through. Especially if doing business with you is always so satisfactory.”

All three chuckled. Jeremy and Henry gathered the rest of their things and Nathan saw them out, speaking in hushed tones about further meetings and paperwork all the way to the door.

Once they left, he rounded on her.


Chapter Six

Nathan crossed the room with several quick strides. Ana had time to squeak before he grabbed her hair and hauled her to her feet. His other hand wrapped around her neck, squeezing hard enough to make her lightheaded.

“That was a hell of a show you put on,” he whispered in her ear. “Such a sexy and obedient toy I own… Is that what you are? Answer me.”

Unable to speak, she only nodded, eyes bulging.

Nathan smiled and loosened his grip. His lips brushed her forehead. “Good girl. You made me proud.”

“Thank you, sir,” she mumbled, gasping for breath but glowing inside from the praise.

“You made me horny, too. Too horny to wait.”

He released her throat and dragged her by the hair, out of the living room and into an expansive bedroom. With a hard shove, she went tumbling face-first onto the bed.

Leather scraped against leather as Nathan pulled his belt free. A moment later, he wrapped it around her neck and tugged on it as a leash. He slapped her cunt, drawing a cry from her lips which turned to a moan as he pushed two fingers inside.

“You’re soaked. Did you enjoy being used by those guys that much?”

She whimpered, writhing on the bed. “N-no… Well, yes. But it was because of you. Because you made me do it.” She bit her lip, moaning more as his fingers pressed on her g-spot. “I liked you watching me! Wanted to please you.”

“You did.” Nathan’s fingers plunged deeper, fingering her hard and fast.

“Sir!” she cried, hands clutching the bedspread.

With a chuckle, Nathan pulled his fingers free. Clothes rustled. She turned her head and watched as he stripped, mouth watering in anticipation.

“You want this?” he asked as he cast aside his pants and bared his thick, heavy cock. It thrust out from his body like a weapon—one poised to impale her.

“Yes, sir, so much.” She licked her lips, staring at it with hunger. “So fucking much.”

“Yeah?” He smacked her ass and chuckled as he rubbed his dick on her slit, soaking it with her juices. “Since you want it so bad, I won’t make you wait. I don’t want to wait tonight, anyway. It’s time I remind you who owns you.”

No such reminder was necessary. She knew the truth all too well, especially after he just pimped her out for a business deal. But she said nothing. She wanted him to reclaim her, to prove to them both that he was in charge. All day long, ever since she submitted to him this morning, she’d craved his cock.

Slowly, he pushed inside her, filling her inch by inch. Ana groaned, pussy clamping around him. Bigger than Jeremy’s, Nathan’s cock stretched her just right, straddling the line between pleasure and pain.

Nathan grabbed the makeshift leash and tugged on it, forcing her head back. The fingers of his other hand dug into her hip as he started to fuck her with slow, even strokes.

Pleasure rose inside Ana. Her skin tingled. Core throbbed. Her clit pulsed with every beat of her heart. Nathan’s cock filled and stretched her, claiming her as his own and she loved every second.

“My dirty, little slut.” He dropped the belt and spat on her asshole before pressing his thumb against her rear hole.

Ana winced and squirmed, panic rising inside her. She’d never taken anything back there before. “S-sir, please—”

“Are you mine?”

She froze. “I am.”

“Mine to use however I like?” His thumb circled her asshole, exerting soft but steady pressure that made her tingle and ache deep inside. “That’s what we agreed to, isn’t it? You give your obedience and I give you everything you’ve wanted. Pleasure. Pain. Control. Money. All the things you desired but couldn’t have on your own.”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered, her voice scarcely a whimper.

“That’s a good girl.” Nathan leaned forward, body draping over hers, and planted a kiss on her shoulder before biting there, hard enough that she yelped. “My good girl.”

She smiled, brimming with pride. When Nathan straightened and pushed his thumb against her ass again, she didn’t protest. She relaxed her muscles and accepted him inside her, taking it like the good girl she craved to be.

His finger popped past her sphincter and she groaned, hands clutching the bedspread so tight her knuckles turned white. Pain mixed with pleasure in a heady cocktail that made her head spin.

With a grunt, Nathan picked up speed, fucking her harder and faster. His thumb moved in counterpoint with each stroke, keeping her filled at all times. The combination drove her mad, whimpering and mewling as she clawed at the bed, back arching for more—offering herself for him to ravage.

Nathan chuckled. His fingers dug into her flesh. Each thrust bottomed out inside her, pushing her whole body forward as though he wanted to pound Ana into the bed.

She panted for air, chest heaving, body on fire within and without. “S-sir!”

“Don’t talk,” he said through gritted teeth. His thumb plunged deeper inside, violating her virgin hole. “Just take it. Like a good little slut.”

Ana whimpered and nodded, dropping her face to the bed. She writhed under him, humping her clit against the covers. Tingles coursed through her body in a continuous stream. Pleasure she never imagined bloomed in her core. Every movement made new nerve endings ignite deep inside her.

Nathan’s thumb pulled free and she whimpered, both relieved and missing its presence already. But all thought fled when he grabbed her hips with both hands and began to pound her in truth. Each thrust rammed deep inside her, bottoming out in her cunt. Pain set her teeth on edge. Tears welled in her eyes. And pleasure, mind-numbing and overwhelming, blossomed inside her.

A scream tore from Ana’s throat as she came, her world exploding in ecstasy. She arched, quivering, taut as a string as waves of pleasure crashed into her and coursed through her, rocking her like a ship in a storm. Her cunt spasmed wildly, milking Nathan’s cock. Groaning, breath labored, he pounded her until he exploded, too, blasting his cum deep in her cunt.

Spent, he collapsed on top of her, pinning her with his weight as she trembled.

“Fuck,” he said, right in her ear. “I really needed that.”

She smiled, knowing she’d pleased him. “I’m glad.”

Nathan rolled over, cock slipping free of her cunt. He patted her ass. “Stay there.”

Ana nodded, content to wait as he did whatever he had in mind next. She heard a door open and water turn on in the bathroom. When Nathan returned, he scooped her into his arms.

“Wh-what’s going on?” she asked in surprise.

“Nothing much.” Nathan grinned, carrying her without breaking a sweat. “Just that my toy got dirty. Some mean men used her hard. So I’ll clean her up.”

She squeaked, blushing as he lowered her into the tub. No one had treated her in this manner before. Like a prized possession to be used hard, then coddled. It felt…nice.

The warm water lapped against her skin as the tub filled and she sighed in contentment. “Thank you.”

“No need. It’s only your first day, but I used you hard. Consider this is your just reward.”

“Well, thank you anyway.”

Nathan smiled. “I’m glad you took my deal.”

“Me too, sir.”


Epilogue

Several months later, Ana sat at her new desk, just outside Nathan’s office, waiting for the work day to end. She and Nathan had a date—of sorts—planned. A play date.

Just the thought made her tingle with anticipation. While he didn’t have a home dungeon with a vast array of toys as in her fantasies, the reality was not far behind. She’d only been to his house once before and it remained the best night of her life.

Ron stopped by her desk on the way out. The man grinned. “Big plans tonight?”

“Wh-what?” she asked, gaping.

He laughed. “Your face—you just looked really happy about something.”

“Oh.” Her cheeks colored. “Sorry, I didn’t realize I was that obvious. Yeah, I actually have a… date.”

“Good for you!” Ron’s smile widened. “You always looked a bit down before, if you ask me. It’s good to see you like this. What’s the secret for the rest of us?”

“To getting a date?”

“No!” He laughed. “To happiness.”

Ana shrugged. “I don’t know about others… But for me, it was just a matter of finding what I was really looking for, you know?”

Before Ron could reply, her office phone rang. The speaker came to life with Nathan’s voice. “Ana, my office—now.”

She smiled apologetically at Ron. “Sorry, duty calls.”

“I see that! Right at the end of the day, too. The boss can be a real slave driver.”

Ana giggled as she stood. “Tell me about it.”

Ron waved goodbye and headed for the elevator. Ana watched him leave before turning to Nathan’s office, heart already aflutter as she imagined what awaited her on the door’s other side.

With a happy smile, she headed inside to find out.

The End
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